CANTO III.                              6$

Ride, Alton, ride, for death and life!                 355

And warn the Warder of the strife.
Young Gilbert, let our beacon blaze,
Our kin, and clan, and friends, to raise.1

XXVJIL

Fair Margaret, from the turret head,

Heard, far below, the coursers' tread,                 360

While loud the harness rung,
As to their seats, with clamour dread,

The ready horsemen sprung:
And trampling hoofs, and iron coats,
And leaders' voices, mingled notes,                    365

And out! and out!
In hasty route,

The horsemen gallop'd forth;
Dispersing to the south to scout,

And east, and west, and north,                       370

To view their coming enemies,
And warn their vassals and allies.

XXIX.

The ready page, with hurried hand,
Awaked the need-fire's slumbering brand,

And ruddy blush'd the heaven:                      375

For a sheet of flame, from the turret high,
Waved like a blood-flag on the sky,

All flaring and uneven.
And soon a score of fires, I ween,
From height, and hill, and cliff, were seen;       380
Each with warlike tidings fraught;
Each from each the signal caught;
Each after each they glanced to sight,
As stars arise upon the night.

They gleam'd on many a dusky tarn,                385

Haunted by the lonely earn;
On many a cairn's grey pyramid,
Where urns of mighty chiefs lie hid;